RALPH    RASHLEIGH
The overseer, having reduced his victim to this state,
would tempt him with bribes of food.
"Why the devil don't you bolt for it?* he would ask. 'I'll
give you some grub to get rid of you.*
This formula was understood, and as the flogging which
would follow his capture was well worth suffering for the
bliss of three or four days* freedom, the man would gladly
take the few pounds of flour and the small quantities of tea
and sugar, and, with these, the promise of favoured treat-
ment on his return, and make his quasi-escape. Before going
he arranged with the overseer a rendezvous at which he
would be waiting to be recaptured three or four days later.
The overseer would hale the victim before the magistrates,
and put up an epic yarn of the difficulties he had sur-
mounted and the fierce struggle he had had -with his prisoner
before he had finally dragged him back to camp. The
magistrates accepted the story, of which corroboration was
in any case impossible, and, if it were a first offence, the man
was sentenced to a hundred lashes. On returning to work
the overseer would seize the first opportunity of turning
the crawler (as such men were called) out of his gang Into
that of a colleague, who would renew the treatment with the
same results, except that the spirit-broken fellow was, on the
second attempt, sentenced to a penal settlement.
By this inhuman method many convict-officers managed
to shorten their sentences, while the men they crushed In the
process were treated as incorrigibles and lost any hope of
freedom before death.
The day after returning from Penrith court, Rashleigh
was removed from Joe's gang into another engaged on
timber-felling, under the discipline of a Welshman, known
as David Muffin, the quality of whose brutality was revealed
that day.
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